1 The laſt triumphant Day, To Hearts that ſhou'd be Great; 
.* As moſt expert in Capid's Wars, What Dread can Goals or Gibbers ſhew 
= Shall guide us on like Granadeers. To Men who've died ſo oft for you. 
= With a fa, la, &c. With a fa, la, XC, 
| x | 
{ 4 1 V. X. 
"*F 7 n | 
_ Thus we'll to the Innocent and Fair, If Fate muſt fix th* unworthy Doom, 
=_ That ſhun indecent Sights, We'll leave you freſh Supplies, 
b From purchas'd Shouts and noiſom Air | And from our Aſhes, in our Room, 
= - To Whiſpers and Delights: Some Phceanixes ſhall riſe, 
E . Then all our Paios ſhall Pleaſures prove, Whoſe Vows will more ſucceſsful prove 
# And Pinion'd Arms be Wings of Love. In happier Days to win your Love. 
3 With a fa, la, %c. With a fa, la, Kc. 
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II. VII. 
; = What! tho? pack'd up in Priſons baſe, Mean while, within theſe Walls immur'd, 
* With Bolts and Bars reſtrain'd, Think not our Spirit's loſt, 
*% Think not our Bodies love you leſs, The vileſt Ale our Goals afford 
. Or Souls are more confin'd : Is Nectar with a Toaſt : 
Each was to't's utmoſt Power, your Slave, | And if ſome Wine creep in by Stealth, 
5 Nor Freedom took but what you gave. It has its Reliſh from your Health. 
F With 4 fa, la, &c. | With a fa, la, &c: 
. = VIII. 
1 Thus doubly Captive, in this Cauſe Our tedious Nights and loathſome Days, 
5 Your prior Title pleads, With your Remembrance bleſs'd, 
2 This Goal's High Treaſon *gainft your Laws | At length may ſome Compaſſion raiſe 
5 And Property invades : Within your tender Breaſts : 
Z Wherefore, ſince Priſons are our due, No Matter what our Juries find, 
1 *Tis juſt we be lock'd up by you. We're happy ſtill if you prove kind. 
1 With a fa, la, &c. With a fa, la, &c. 
s IV. IX. 
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e By Way of Comfort, from C. W. to W. T. 
* : 4 
- _- I VI. 
+ iS O U Fair Ones all at Liberty, But if our ſtubborn Keepers ſtill 
+$ We Captive Lovers greet, Shou'd chain us in our Dens, 
Nor ſlight our Tears and Sighs, cauſe we*| In Diſobedience to your Will 
Can't lay 'em at your Feet: And pos Influence; 
The Fault's not ours, and you may gueſs Spite of their Shackles, Bolts and Doors, 


* 
We can deſire no greater Bliſs. Our Hearts are free, and they are yours. 
* | | With a fa, la, &c. | With a fa, la, &c: 
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From hence to thoſe moſt bliſsful Bowers, | Nay, ſhou'd we Victims be deſign'd 


Left we ſhou'd miſs our Way, By thoſe that rule the Stare, 
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Thoſe Beauties that diſplay'd their Powers Shou'd Mercy no Admittance find, 
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